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St. Francis Monastery 


Jerusalem, October 1994 


A smell shivered me awake. It was a scent as old as time. It was a hundred aromas of a thousand places. It 
was the tang of mint. It was the musk of oak. It was the spice of sage. Meaty and redolent of soil and bark and 
herb. | touched the earth and felt its breath upon me. The garden had wrapped itself in an autumn haze. It 


was an unusual fall, lacking that vegetal warmth when the sap is holding up the trees, drunk on solar gold. 
It was the sorrowful climax of a Middle Eastern drought. 


"James," Father Petros approached, his brow furrowed in concern “What did | tell you about falling asleep in 


the sun?" 


| licked parched lips. "Sorry, Father. I'm still having trouble sleeping at night, and this heat, you'd think | would 


be used to it coming from California” 
He smiled good-naturedly. "The sun is hotter in this part of the world" 
"No shit. Why does everything you say sound like a limerick?" 


| dusted off my jeans and we strolled along lanes of shrubs. Climbing roses bloomed along the warm stone walls 
and great twisted branches of honeysuckle and clematis wrestled each other as they tumbled up and over the 
top of the hedge. 

"You are doing good work here," he said. 

| put the rake and watering can in the shed. "Thanks." 

"But | worry about you." 


"Don't. You know I'm going through a transition" 


"Yes, but brooding in the flowerbeds isn't doing you any favours. We have discussed this. You need to get out 


more, have fun. Do you have any friends here?" 


"You mean besides your good self and the delightful nuns of Notre Dame?" | grinned. "Sure | do. Made a few 
pals when my band played here last year." 


"Ah yes. Your first visit to the Holy Land.” 

"That's right. We did some sightseeing after the show. Jerusalem, Caesarea, Nazareth. The desert. | fell in love 
with the place. Uh, Father, I'm not quite ready to drive yet. There's no way Hadassah is within walking distance, 
huh? | could do with the walk" 


Father Petros shrugged. "Not unless you want to re-enact the suffering of Christ. You're looking at a couple of 


hours and a sunstroke. I'l drive you" 

"No, no, Father, | can't let you do that. lIl take a cab as usual, It's only 30 minutes" 
"Don't be an obstinate mule, James. I'l take you to see your friend! 

| opened the gate and nodded gratefully. "Thank you" 


"Now thank me in Hebrew." 


"Toda. Don't you wanna hear it in Latin or Greek?" 

"Do you know how to say it in Latin or Greek?" 

"Nope." 

"Neither did our Lord Jesus. His language will suffice." 

"| thought Jesus spoke Aramaic." 

"Did anyone ever tell you you're a smartass, James?" 

"Heh. Oh yeah." 

Father Petros chuckled and beeped open the car. 

EK 

He lay rigid and upright on the hospital bed, positioned the way people sleep on airplanes, body stiff and head 
cocked to the side. | squeezed his hand, imagining movement in his eyelids, but he inhabited a world from which 
| was excluded. 

| peered around the corner into the coma ward and couldn't see anyone. Even though he had been declared a 
vegetable after the crash, there was just something about his face that said otherwise. His brain activity was 
alive and manic, and | swear that he was capable of responding to my voice. Maybe it was all in my head. 

| clasped my hands together in prayer. 

"Heavenly Father, please restore your servant to full health. Comfort him upon his sickbed and ease his 
suffering. Bless him with your loving care, renew his strength and heal what ails him. In the name of Jesus 
Christ. Amen" 

| opened my eyes and Dr. Levinson acknowledged me with a nod. 

"How is he doing today?" | asked. 

She read the clipboard. "In need of electrolytes." 


| looked at her, desperate for the tiniest word of encouragement. 


"His brain is still healing. But he is strong and stable." 


| nodded absentmindedly. "Yeah, he's going to get better. | have faith." 
She smiled. "| can see that." 


But my faith didn't stop my heart from shredding into slivers every time | looked at his face. Someday, you 
will wake up again. | know it. Maybe I'll be older and smarter and just plain better. Not the mess of a man you 


left behind 
And if that happens, that's when I'll deserve you. 


EK 


| strolled along the Via Dolorosa back to St. Francis. It was a hot afternoon and | was dying for a shower and a 
nap before my appointment with Aardvark Estates. The novelty of living with Franciscan monks had worn off 
and | needed my own space. 


There were things | didn't feel comfortable doing within the monastery's hallowed walls. Drinking, playing music, 
to say nothing of entertaining. | felt guilty jerking off in the shower. Besides, | was eager to buy my first 
properly away from the States. | felt an intense pull to Jerusalem, that place of blood since remote antiquity. It 
suited my state of mind. | needed time out. | needed to reconnect with myself and discover which parts of me 


were real and which parts were the projections of others. 
| had no idea who | was anymore. 


My room was cool and quiet, a welcome respite from the heat. | took a cold shower and settled on the bed, 
reading a postcard from Kirk. He was in Vietnam and | laughed out loud at his descriptions of a Grey-shanked 
monkey companion. Trust Kirk to make friends with a fucking ape. | put the postcard on the nightstand and 
stretched my limbs over the comforter. | had no problem falling asleep during the day, but the night was a 
different story. That's when the blast of shrill sirens and flashing red lights filled my head. Visions of my shirt 
being ripped open Someone slipping a collar onto my neck and sliding me onto a board. Him, bloodied and mangled 
and comatose. The night was wasted on me. Alcohol was strictly forbidden in the monastery. So | read books 
and meditated. | strummed my acoustic as quietly as | could | had even taken to weeding the garden at 3am. 


Yeah, they loved me at St. Francis. 
Church bells woke me up at 5 o'clock. 


| dressed and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The effects of a Mediterranean diet and reduced 
alcohol intake were visible in my skin tone. | was all tight muscle and tanned skin. | had always been fit, 
especially on tour, but this was a different kind of fit. Touring meant little sunshine and copious amounts of 


booze and junk food. Couple that with a strenuous live set and you get muscles but a sallow complexion | 


brushed my hair and tied it back. It was the longest it had been since the 80s. 


"Goddamn Jesus hippie," | growled at my own reflection 


Oh man, | had become one of them 


HK 

Jerusalem was stuck in a time loop inhabited by myths and wraiths, the spectre of a million memories 
imprisoned between its walls. Metallica were big here, but | distanced myself from all that and stuck to the Old 
City. The area wasn't exactly known as a haven for metalheads. With my long hair and kaftan, | was often 
mistaken for Jesus by hysterical pilgrims. James Hetfield, not so much. 

"JAMES HETFIELD!" 

| turned round, eyes darting between the darkened burrows of shops and courtyards. 

"Who's out there?" 

A figure emerged from a shadowy gate, arms crossed over his chest. "Pig." 

| sighed in relief. "Nabil, Jesus. Pig? Man, | must have pissed you off" 

His eyes glowered into mine. "We had plan! Jaddah make kanafeh and ask, ‘where is James? | say, ‘insh‘allah! 
James come play sheshbesh and smoke nargila' But you not come. What | say Jaddah now? Huh? Ya ghabby 
ah‘ball" he waved his hand. 

"Nabil," | approached him. "Look I'm sorry, pal. | didn't realise we had firm plans. | fell asleep in the garden this 
morning and then had to visit Peter in hospital. Please tell Jaddah | am very sorry and will make it up to her 
soon, okay?" 


Nabil raised his chin. "When you come?" 


"Well, how about this evening? | have an appointment with my realtor in a few minutes but I'm free after that. 


Shall we say around T o'clock?" 
Nabil shrugged. "Okay." 
"Cool," | grinned. "Wanna walk with me to Hurva Square?" 


"Yalla" 


You wouldn't have believed that Nabil was 8 years old. He may have been a kid, but he was the shrewdest 


motherfucker | had ever met. 


eR 


Doron fired up a Camel. "The Israeli property market is evolving rapidly but you need to understand that for 
us Israelis, the word ‘luxury’ doesn't quite mean the same as it does to Americans. You'll find a list of equities 


in the pack | gave you. More tea?" 


| shook my head. "No thanks. I'm not looking for luxury. Its about the location. It has to be the Old City but l'm 


not fussed about whether it's in the Christian Quarter or not." 
Doron consulted my portfolio. "Hmm. Properties in the Old City are scarce due to high demand and the limited 
numbers of homes that are available. Prices remain high and represent a very good investment, but you wil 


find very few historic properties for sale under $3M that don't require major renovation" 


| drained my nana tea. "Yeah. So the music thing? Metallica? Heh, it pays kind of well. | can afford it. So are 


prices linked to the consumer price index?" 

"If the property is under construction you should be prepared to pay more on future instalments than the 
original price. Buyers are expected to cover the contractors’ legal fees, although recent changes to the law 
have capped this at 5,000 shekels." 

"That's like $1,400, right? 


"Yep. DANA! Tavitee li et ha'prospect shel hatrova hatarmeni vaksha. My assistant Dana will show you a 


brochure of available properties in the Armenian Quarter." 

"Awesome. Toda" 

"Yaffe! You speak Hebrew?" Doron put a rubber band around my portfolio. 

"Hardly," | chuckled. "I can order a beer." 

"Okay, so here are my thoughts. We have a beautifully renovated ITth century villa in Musrara, IO minutes 
from the Western Wall. It has a fascinating history. Marble floors, spectacular courtyard, the works. The other 
one is a tri-level mansion in the Armenian Quarter crafted from Jerusalem stone. It's not as old as the one in 
Musrara, but it's a beauty and has a pool and wine cellar. | have another couple that | am eager to show you 
but need to make an enquiry first. When are you available for viewings?" 


"Tomorrow. It would need to be before noon so | can visit my friend in hospital.” 


Doron nodded. "Yes, you mentioned something about that. May God grant him a swift recovery. Refuah shlema, 
amen. Would 4 o'clock be okay? My associate will take you." 


"Yeah, sounds good" 


"Excellent. You're eyeing my tea, James. It's the nana, isn't it?" 
"Dude, | can't help myself. That shit's addictive." 


"Hl tell you what," his eyes narrowed. "I'l ask my assistant To make you a fresh pot of tea and even throw in 


some cheesecake if you sign a Metallica CD for my nephew." 

"Which you just happen to have with you, huh?" | laughed. "You're on 

"DANA!" 

*** 

St. Francis was one of the oldest monasteries in the Old City. Overlooking the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, it 
was surrounded by olive groves and silent orchards of lemon and orange trees. The walled garden that ran 
along one side of the monastery had roses, anemones and geraniums sprawling across the weed-grown paths. 
The peace | felt while tending the soil was complete. But St. Francis was never meant to be a permanent home, 
it served a purpose when | was lost and broken. Father Petros welcomed me with open arms and | will always 
be grateful for his compassion. But | had swapped idols and stones for ghosts and phantoms, and it was time 
to move on. 

"Good morning," Father Petros smiled as | raked leaves in the garden. 

"Morning," | wiped my brow. 

"The sun has barely risen and already you are at work." 

"Isn't that the point? Besides, I'm viewing properties later this morning." 

He walked around me, hands clasped behind his back. "Fortuna lies in waiting.” 

"Fortuna sounds like my kind of chick. Wasn't she a pagan goddess?" 

He shrugged. "Maybe that's why she is still waiting.” 


| laughed and sipped water from a bottle. 


"Remember that you are under no pressure to leave us, James. You are welcome to stay for as long as you 


wish. | will miss your green fingers and sparkling conversation" 


| looked at him. "Father, |..God" | swallowed. "You will never know what this place has done for me, what you 


have meant to me. | don't know w-" 


"Don't eulogise the experience just yet," he smiled. 

"Yes, Father." 

"See you in the atrium for morning prayer.” 

Toothy grin. "Wouldn't miss it for the world." 

As soon as he was out of sight | held the rake like my ESP and air-guitared ‘Battery’. 

XE% 

After morning devotionals | changed and set off to my appointment. | was in a cheerful mood, whistling along 
the Via Dolorosa and frightening a portly Greek Orthodox priest with swirling robes of green and gold. | turned 
left into the Jewish Quarter and winked at Dana on my way into Doron's office. He was motormouthing on the 
phone in Hebrew while a man leaned over the windowsill smoking. Presumably the associate. 

"James," Doron clicked the receiver and beamed at me. "Good morning, how are you?" 


"Pretty good, man. Really psyched about the..the.." 


"James, this is my associate and brother in law, Joe Elliott. He tells me you two go way back, huh? He'll be 


showing you round the properties." 

The memory of his face seared like a billion suns. 

RK 

The wind beat against my face as | stormed down the alley. The overcast skies had the colour of deadened 
stones and the streets looked like they were about to burst into tears. Or maybe it was just me. | felt shot 
with crimson, like a splash of blood 


| edged a corner and stopped dead. 


Joe was leaning against a low brick wall, arms crossed, brow quirked in amusement. He motioned to the 


courtyard behind him with his thumb. "Back exit" 
| gritted my teeth. "What is this?” 
"Real estate?" 


A red fury erupted from deep within my belly. "You're a fucking broker now, huh? What the hell are you 
playing at, Elliott? | mean what the fucking fuck is this?" 


"Easy, lad. Wouldn't want to bust yer appendix in this heat." 


| shot daggers at him, but his eyes mirrored something infinitely close to peace. It made me despise him. 
Finally, | breathed out through my nose, expelling bad energy. 


My voice was quiet. "What are you doing in Jerusalem?" 
"Same thing you're doing as a matter of fact" 


The golden light in his eyes enfolded me and my heart stopped beating, leaving the ghost of a tremor in my 
hands. “Living in a monastery?" 


"Hal Dory told me about that. Thought he was taking the piss," his eyes burned into mine. "Anyway, shall we?" 
he gestured towards the alley. 


| started to walk. He unglued himself from the wall and walked by my side. | swept my hair away from my 
nape and over my right shoulder. It was suffocatingly hot. 


"Ow are the lads?" 

"Yep. Fine." 

"Yeah? | ‘eard Kirk's in Tibet communing with Yeti or summat" 

"Vietnam." 

"Close enough. Jason's snorting ants in the Amazon. Where's Ulrich?" 

"Iceland." 

He laughed. "Are you lads competing for the most exotic holiday award or what?" 


| stopped by the clock tower and rubbed a hand over my face. "Okay look, | can't do this. | tried. Gave it six 
seconds. Failed. What the fuck are you doing here? This is..it's.." 


"What?" 
| looked him square in the eyes and remained silent. 


He stared at me for a few moments. Behind his eyes | could see the wheels turning. Weighing the options and 


eventualities. 


‘I'm on sabbatical. Can we walk, please? Ta. Got stuck into the property market a couple of years ago when | 
bought a place in Marbella, Spain. Buying, restoring, auctioning. Yes, l'm a tax exile. No, | don't give a monkey's 
about the authorities. Anyway, the long and short of it is that | bought an adobe in the desert back in March 
and help Dory out with the business every now and again. It's good experience for me, dealing with land 


registry, international property law and all that shite." 
"What about the band?" 

"Are you ‘ard of ‘earing? | said we're on sabbatical" 
"Right" 


We continued walking along, letting the tension mount, until his gaze met mine and he stopped under a 


eucalyptus. Its top was rustled and tossed by the morning mist. 

He gestured towards the marbled courtyard. "This is the first place." 

| glanced at the wrought-iron gate, then turned my eyes back to Joe. He had a quality of masculine confidence 
that was a thousand times more potent than the last time we met. His eyes were striking. Wild, green, feral 


like some animal peering out of a forest. 


He ran his tongue across his lips. "So are we doing this or what?" 


The Milk OF Lions 
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Souk Mahane Yehuda 
Jerusalem, October 1994 


| paused at the bathroom door, took a deep breath, and walked out into the bustling restaurant. The smell of 
roasting meat and pomegranate paste filled my hunger before | had eaten a crumb. As | sat down, my eyes 
carried over the fresh salads and platters of tahini and hummus with za'atar blends, crushed juniper berries 
and fresh herbs. Swirls of olive oil and spice lingered in the air like kite tails. A waiter placed a mound of 
freshly-baked taboon flatbreads on one side of the table and steam rose from the fragrant glaze of garlic and 
black caraway seeds. 

Joe tore off a piece of bread and scooped hummus. "Crack in." 

"What the hell's that?" | pointed to something lumpy. 

"Baba ghanoush. Cooked aubergine with onions and seasoning." 

"Auber -what?" 

"Eggplant" 

"Hmm" 

"Try it, James." 


"Yeah, maybe later." 


Another waiter arrived at the table with a generous plate of something else | didn't recognise, except that it 


had meat in it and smelled like heaven 


"Toda," Joe said to the waiter, and then looked at me. "Judging by that vacant expression in your eyes | take it 


you've never had me'orav yerushalmi.” 


"I've also never had an enema" 


Great. | mean of all places, with all people, this is when | bring up the subject of invasive anal procedures. In a 


restaurant, with him. Real smooth, Hetfield. 
Joe poured me a glass of water. "Drink, James. | think you're dehydrated 
| grunted. "So what is this me'or..thing?" 


"Jerusalem mixed grill. Bits of lamb, chicken hearts and spleens cooked on a flat grill with spices like cumin, 
turmeric and fresh coriander. It was invented in this souk" 


Innards, awesome," | sighed and forked a spleen into my mouth. 

It exploded like a butter bomb orgasm. "Mmmm. Wow, this is seriously good." 

"Did you just have a foodgasm?" he asked, wiping tahini from his lips. 

"Are you always a smartass?" 

"Nah. Sometimes l'm asleep." 

We ate juicy innards and chatted about the properties he'd shown me that week | was beginning to relax 
around Joe, although every time he tried to sway the conversation over to something more personal, | would 
sway it the fuck back to more comfortable territory like music or real estate. Unfortunately, the only thing 
we had in common music-wise, was making it. Real estate bored the shit out of me. 

Twenty minutes into lunch, it occurred to me that side-stepping around conversations about our personal lives 
soon became more tiresome than actually having them. My reserve tapered away with the tea and delicious 
rosewater pastries. 

"It gave me a purpose when nothing else did," | said quietly. 

"I get that. What | don't get is why you looked to the sky for that purpose." 

"You looked to real estate. Guess that's the difference between us. You know, this ain't the first time I've been 
in a crash and lost someone | loved, only this time | was responsible. That's something I'm gonna have to live 
with for the rest of my life." 

"You ‘aven't lost him," he said gently. "There's hope for your friend. Were you driving?" 


| nodded and sipped tea 


| see. That's rough. Were you drinking?" 


"Fuck you. It was a narrow desert lane and a van collided head-on into our vehicle." 


Joe nodded. "I don't need to remind you that a car crash almost finished Def Leppard. Then Steve's death 
almost finished us again. But we survived. We got on with it. We pushed forward like the tenacious buggers 
that we are and we're stronger than ever. Look, I'm not going to pretend to understand why you're living in a 
sodding monastery, but | can see that it's doing you good. If Jesus and God ‘ave sorted you out then I'm really 
chuffed for you. Freedom of religion, and all that rot." 


"Yeah. Everyone claims to be okay with freedom of religion, but the moment you mention God there's a 
strange tension in the air. Like the one between us right now. It's like you're trying to figure out what the 
fuck's wrong with me." 


"You're right," he replied boldly. "What is it with Americans and God?" 


"What is it with Europeans and godlessness? It's like you've given up the will to believe in anything the minute 
you lost your fucking empires. Get over it." 


Joe snorted and fired up a cigarette. 


Five years ago we did a pretty good job of hiding our thoughts and feelings behind the energy of a sparring 
match. Funny how little things change. 


eR 


Mist blanketed the Old City as dusk crept in like a phantom. The soft rustling of orange and lemon trees 
carried through the ancient alleyways as Joe walked me back to St. Francis. He made me laugh, as he always 
had. There was something disarming about his rugged charm and frank British drawl, but his voice stirred 
parts of me that | would have rather stayed dormant. | was in no mood to piece together shards of broken 
memories. | was drunk. He was drunk. We were drunk together. It was alluring and exciting and it was something 
to add zing to the toil and monotone. Its a shame he felt the need to rip my heart out at the end of it, but 
he did us both a favour. 


Joe taught me that the best and worst times of your life can coincide. | don't know about healing and getting 
over shit, because l'm of the opinion that we never really get over a trauma. It stays with us and wreaks 
havoc with our very fibre no matter how inspired we are to evolve past it. What happens when evolution hits 
a cul-de-sac? 

"This is me," | pointed to the monastery gate. 


"So this is home," he looked around amusedly. 


"I'd invite you in for coffee, but | don't drink coffee, and | don't wanna invite you in." 


A small smile played about his lips. "Ouch." 
| grinned. "Think I've seen enough of you this week" 


His eyes flecked with yellow, like dried leaves on the surface of a pool. "That's a shame. | was going to ask if 


you ‘ad any plans Tomorrow evening.’ 
"Plans, huh?" 


He trailed fingers over the railing. "There's a new band I've taken under my wing. | negotiated a record deal for 


them. They're only kids but shit hot. Orphaned Land." 

"Oh yeah, what do they play?" 

"Middle Eastern death metal." 

"What?" | laughed. 

He quirked a brow and leaned against the gate. 

| dared to look at him, all of him, for the first time. His tousled hair curled around his shoulders, and the broad 
spread of his chest tapered down to the narrow thrust of his hips. Every muscle and sinew was hard and 
taut. | looked away. 

"Why don't you find out for yourself? They're playing a small venue in Ein Karem. It's an old tavern and there'll 
be the usual hookah smoke, bells and trappings. Come on, James," he smiled and edged closer. "Come out and 
‘ave some fun" 

"Fun," | echoed. "My idea of fun these days is playing sheshbesh with an eight-year-old” 

He rolled his eyes. "Bloody ‘ell. Don't make me force you." 

"You couldn't if you tried" 


His eyes were narrow and intense. "Wanna bet?" 


| dug into my pocket for the key to open the gate. "Middle-eastern death metal, huh? Shit, been a while since 


lve been to a concert that wasn't my own. What time?" 
"l'Il pick you up at 10 o'clock" 


| blinked. "In the evening?" 


"No mate, in the fucking morning. Gigs start late in this part of the world” 

"Fine," | let myself in and locked the gate. "Goodnight: 

"Don't be nervous, James. There'll be booze." 

My brows knitted. "Why would | be nervous?" 

"No reason at all. Till tomorrow then" 

| gave him a nod and started to walk down the path. 

"By the way." 

| stopped, and then turned to face him. 

"You look good too." 

His shadow disappeared down the alley. 

KKK 

Incense filled the tavern with the warm scent of sandalwood. We lounged on harem style mattresses offset 
with Moroccan lanterns and low mosaic tables. Mirrors hung on every wall, reflecting backwards and forwards, 
as tall tapers flared in rich cinnabars, reds and golds. | soon learned that arak, the milk of lions, is not a drink 
to be trifled with and | sank into a sensual dream of brief and bizarre hallucinations. 

Joe was sitting beside me on the futon, and | nudged him drunkenly. 

"Elliott, this is nothing like the kind of metal show l'm fucking used to." 

"Easy on the arak, mate. You're not used to it" 

"Shit," | laughed, "where was this drink hiding all my life?" 

‘Its the cheapest yak's piss, believe it or not" 

"No wonder people are fucking insane here." 


Joe grinned and bumped his knee against mine. 


My head fell over his shoulder. 


| sank down on the mattress and embraced the spirit of arak. Joe touched my knee and | closed my eyes as 
his long fingers trailed along my thigh. It felt good. Suddenly | was overwhelmed by longings that seemed to 
lunge out of me. | wanted to bathe my nakedness in the flood of warm crimson and the musk of his body. 
Litte by little, as | drank and he touched, my thoughts were reawakened and stimulated by the suggestive 
savour of the liquor. | angled my head and breathed in a lungful of Joe. | was instantly roused by a fatal 
similarity of scent to memories half-obliterated five years ago. 

My eyes flashed open and | sobered up instantly. 

| sat up and flicked my hair away from my face. 

"You're drunk, remember?" 

A shudder ran over my skin 

"| will never be that drunk again," | said behind clenched teeth. 

A lanky whirl of curls reeled past me and threw himself on Joe. They hugged and exchanged a few animated 
words, but | couldn't understand what they were saying exactly. | grabbed a candlestick and used it to light a 
cigarette. 

"James, this is Kobi, the singer of Orphaned Land. Kobi, | probably do-" 

"Oh my God! Bonah ze James Hetfield!" 

| smiled. "Hi." 

His hands flew to his face. "James Hetfield!" 

"Nice to meet you." 

"Lo nachor! Elohim yishmor." 

Toothy grin. 

"Cussamack, ze James Hetfield m'Metallica!" 

‘lm just a regular guy, man. Chill." 


"JAMES HETFIELD M'METALLICA!" 


| looked at Joe, he was laughing. "Does he speak English?" 


"I speak! | speak! Dude, you..fuck. You my hero. You my wall." 
| exhaled smoke. "l'm on your wall? Cool. Did you catch our show last year?" 


"Yes!" he jumped up enthusiastically, almost knocking over the candlestick. "Oh my God. When you play ‘Fade To 
Black’ | die inside. | fucking die!" 


"We were that bad, huh?" 

"No," he laughed. "It was like | fall into a dream. You have no idea how important that night was for me, | feel 
like it was sign from God, you know? | must follow my heart and the call of my blood. It was, fuck, eich omrim 
b'anglit, it was or..orda.." 

"Ordained?" 

"Yes!" he jumped up again. 


"Dude, sit down. You're making me dizzy. So when are you guys playing?" 


Kobi sat next to me, a little too close for comfort but | knew that people didn't exactly respect personal space 
in this part of the world. "Soon, first we drink" 


‘I'm down with that. Would you like some arak?" 
"No, that shit make you crazy." 


Joe grabbed the cigarette from my fingers, took a long drag, and gave it back to me with a wink. "But it ‘as 


some redeeming qualities. Wouldn't you say so, James?" 


| asked Kobi a few questions about his band and he told me all about his musical influences, plans and 
aspirations. He reminded me of myself at that age. | assumed Kobi was about IT or 18, but it soon became 
evident that he was mature beyond his years, much like Nabil. Like all kids from war-torn countries, they had 
no choice but to grow up quickly. A couple of beers later, Kobi relaxed around me and stopped calling me 
‘James Hetfield! and knocking over glasses and candlesticks. His dry sense of humour came out and | enjoyed his 


natural warmth and engaging personality. 
"Come, James. There is room with jukebox," he got up. 
"Jukebox, huh?" | said cautiously. | could see where this was going. 


"Yes, too smoky in here. Come." 


| allowed him to drag me away to an adjacent room with a quiet bar and leather couches. | sat down and looked 
at Kobi expectantly, waiting for the inevitable. He reached into his denim pockets and fished out some loose 
change. 

"Ehm, you have 5 shekel coin?" 

"Put Metallica on and die. Do you understand?" 

He shrugged. | gave him the money. 

Kobi went to the jukebox and started flipping through the disks. | looked around the place and admired the 
selection of arak bottles on the counter, when | caught Kobi grinning at me in the mirror behind the bar. | was 
going to kill the little fucker. | made a cut-throat sign and narrowed my eyes. Fucker showed me his middle 
finger. 

Dah! Dah, dah, dah.. 

"Oh God," | facepalmed. 

He strutted over and threw me the horns, and just when | thought things couldn't possibly get any funnier, he 
started to air-guitar ‘Master of Puppets’ in my face. | tried to glare but the situation was too fucking funny 
to feign anger, so | watched him flip his long hair back and forth, whirling and writhing in time with the beat. 
"You missed an F-sharp there, dude." 

"No | didn't," he said indignantly. "Learn to play the fucking song!" 

| doubled over with laughter. 
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Outside in the chilly air, | was reminded of how fast the night cools in these desert mountainous terrains. Kobi 
and | sat on the steps of a ruined medieval fortress, one of many scattered round the city. This one was just 
outside the tavern. We smoked and drank beers from cans. A comfortable silence wrapped around us like a 
canopy. 

"So how long you know Joe?" 

"We met in ‘85. Went on tour together in ‘84." 

"Wow. Def Leppard and Metallica on the same stage. Wish | saw that" 


"Yeah," | crumpled the beer can "It was an experience. Heh." 


"| bet. Just seeing you alone was incredible. You blew me" 

| barked out a laugh. "I did what?" 

"Really, James. It change my life" 

| chuckled. "I blew you away. That's good to know." 

Kobi jumped off the brick ledge and kicked a beer can into the brushwood 


My eyes wandered over his long honey brown hair, tattoos, torn denims and Black Sabbath t-shirt. Dude could 


have easily been me twelve years ago. 

"So where are you from? | fired up a smoke 

He stretched his back "Bat Yam, just outside Tel Aviv." 

"Great city. Got some pals there” 

"Yes," he hoisted himself back onto the ledge. "Everybody knows fucking Tel Aviv, but Jerusalem is in my blood. 
That's why I'm here all the time. So how long you in Israel? | see on MTV News that Metallica are taking a 
breok" 

| blew out smoke. "Got some shit to take care of" 

"And you living in the Old City? That's so fucking cool” 

"Yeah, Tell me something, you ever been to the desert?" 

He looked at me as if | asked the dumbest question "The Negev is my soul" 


"| thought Jerusalem was your soul." 


"Jerusalem is my heart," he said thoughtfully. "But the dunes and craters of the Negev is where | come alive. | 
feel connected to something bigger and better." 


"Fuck, I'd love to explore the desert." 
He nodded enthusiastically. "I take you with me, James. We go camping in the Negev. Maybe the Judean desert 


first, where Joe bought an incredible house. He let us stay. Wow. One day when | famous rock star, | buy a 


house like that." 


"Sounds great, Kobi. I'd love to.” 

"The desert blow you." 

| stifled a laugh. "Shit dude, blow you away. The away is important, okay?" 
He shrugged. "Hebrew minimalist language." 


"Okay but you're speaking English. Very well | might add, but do me a favour and remember what | said 


because otherwise you're saying something else." 

"Like what?" 

"Do you know what a blowjob is?" 

"Um," he scratched his arm. "Yes. | blowjob every day." 

| grinned. "Uh huh. So saying that someone blew you, is like saying they gave you a blowjob. You might want to 
remember that distinction, especially when you start giving interviews in English. | don't wanna fuckin’ read that 
| blew you in some magazine." 

He shot me an incredulous look. "Blowjob? Really?" 

"Really," | flicked the cigarette butt into the dirt. 


"Oh: 


| chuckled. "You know, Kobi, when | was your age | wasn't very experienced. So for you to, uh, ‘blowjob every 
day’, which makes it sound like you're the one sucking dick by the way, is really something. It's okay not to 
have done shit, alright?" 


He nodded and tucked a lock behind his ear. 
| squeezed his shoulder and smiled. 
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Orphaned Land were mesmerising. There was something daring and defiant about their hurricane of noise, some 
act of vision that made the place tremble with energy. The earthy licks of oud, tabla and electric guitars 
eddied in the air, mottled here and there by dazzling wings of brilliant colours and fiery serpents. Kobi's voice 
was beautiful and diabolical. All fire and testosterone, it soared alongside razor-sharp riffs and hypnotic 
chanting in Hebrew and Arabic. It was a strange experience to feel consumed by music that you supposedly 
influenced, but had no points of reference to. | felt spun around above deserts and rivers. | knew that | was 


hearing the future. 

After the show | joined Joe and Marie, his beautiful Spanish business partner, on the divan. We exchanged 
notes about the set and | imbibed more arak. One more shot of that shit and | was going to lose my mind. But 
| swallowed it down like a pro. 


Marie smiled at me and nudged Joe. "Estas jugando con fuego." 


"Puede," he smiled wickedly. "Pero es que no puedo evitarlo, es superior a mi. Me apetece follarle hasta que se 


le partan los huesos." 

"Sólo ten cuidado, cielo," she chuckled. 

"No seas aguatiestas, casi puedo saborearlo." 

| looked at Joe. Fucker didn't realise | understood a little Spanish. 

"Juzgando como te mira, la memoria de tu sabor esta gravado a fuego en su mente." 


After a time, Marie excused herself and went to speak to Kobi, who was surrounded by people. He caught my 
gaze and smiled, and | lifted my glass to him. 


"Great fucking band, man. | can see why you're helping them out" 


He shrugged. "They don't need my help. But they're young and | want to make sure they don't get screwed 


over. There's something special about them. Their music stirs me." 
"Mmhm." 


"If it wasn't for music then my spirit would die. There'd be nowt left to sustain it. Orphaned Land remind me of 
that. Their music transcends blood, borders and politics." 


| know. Music can rip your heart out but at the same time it feels good, it feels cleansing. It feels right. 


Something about the pain and pleasure makes it sacred" 
"| don't think one can exist without the other.” 

"What?" 

"Pain and pleasure” 


| averted my gaze. "Right" 


"What do you think?" 

"| think there's an element of sacrifice to it, if that's what you mean" 

He snorted. "It's all about the sacrifice, fire and brimstone for you Christians. You'll ‘ave to excuse my heathen 
perspective. Music, like love, once admitted into your soul it becomes a kind of sprit. It's immortal, James. It 
never really dies." 

"Guess we'll have to disagree on that." 

"Oh?" 


"Loves dies, Joe. It can be snuffed out like a light if there is nothing to feed it. If it's shattered. If its starved 
of hope and left to fucking fester." 


He spoke in a voice almost too low to be heard over the music. "I can see that." 
My nostrils flared. "Fuck you." 
"James—" 


"Don't. Don't even go there. l'm on my last nerve here, Elliott. Backing off would be a really good plan right 


about now. It's all water under the bridge anyway." 

| poured myself another shot of arak and downed it. 

"What ‘appens when the dam breaks?" 

My head moved a fraction and | freefell into drunkenness. 

| felt like a freight train rattling and lurching from happiness to slobbering sorrow, picking up speed as it 
passed through five years of wild, aimless anger and straight on into stillness. | looked at Joe, my gaze centred 
on his full lips, and then my eyes started to drift downward to his neck and the broad swell of his shoulders. | 


felt his heated breath fan over my face and we took deep gulps of each other. 


He stroked hair away from my shoulder with the tips of his fingers, and then traced the line of my clavicle, 


sending shockwaves up and down my spine. 


Who Are You, Satan? 
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Three Hours Later 
My head jolted against the window and | groaned. 


Joe shot me a glance. "You conscious then? Traffic's murder. We've been bumping along for ages now. Don't 


worry, I'll get you home." 
"Home?" | squinted as neon lights flooded the car. 
"St. Francis. Don't think the gas will stretch as far as California 


"Oh," | rubbed my eyes. "I feel like I've been dipped in cement, rolled in feathers, left to dry and then flung onto 


a fucking iceberg." 
Joe chuckled. "| did warn you about the arak" 
"Never drinking that shit again" 


‘Oh aye. It's always extremes with you. What about moderation, self-control and all those other lofty ideals? 
Or ‘aven't you quite got to that in monk school yet?" 


"You know liquor has always been my weakness." 
"No comment." 

| grinned and looked at Joe, he was smiling too. 
EK 

| patted down my jeans. "Think | lost the key.” 


"James, we've been stood ‘ere freezing our bollocks off for ten minutes now. Much as | like looking at you 


petting your arse, can we please just go back to my place?" 


"Your adobe in the desert?" 


Joe rolled his eyes. "Fuck sake. | told you that | ‘ave the keys to one of Aardvark's properties just down the 


road. l'm staying there because | ‘ave business in the city.’ 
‘lm not going home with you." 


"Well, mate, it's either that or collapsing by the gate and ‘aving yer precious Father Wotsit finding you ‘ere in a 


drunken mess at daybreak" 

| laughed and staggered against the gate. 

Joe pulled his arm around my waist, holding me up. "Come on 
| shook him off me. "I can walk" 


"Congratulations. Now do us a favour and demonstrate your new skill in that direction," he pointed towards the 


Via Dolorosa. "The fresh air should sober you up a bit 
"But | want ice cream." 

"Right now?" 

"Tomorrow's good." 

"What kind?" 

"Chocolate." 

"Okay." 

"With bits on it, like sprinkles and shit." 

"Okay then 

"And hot fudge." 

"Shut up James." 

We walked along the dark alley. It was deathly quiet. 


In an hour or so the muezzin's hypnotic adhan will echo in from the Muslim Quarter and blend with the 


chanting of the monks at St. Francis. The night was dense, thicker than the very walls of the Old City. It was 
so empty and so immense that within it you could brush against demonic things and feel a strange sanctity. 
I'm not sure why | felt so happy when warning signs blared in my gut. Maybe that's why the human species is 
shot to hell, condemned and wandering. We stopped listening to our gut instincts. 
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A gust of wind slammed the door behind us. 

Joe looked a little spooked, but | was still humming on the lip of drunkenness and had other things on my mind. 
He turned to me and the moonlight streaming in from the blinds framed his face, underlining his full lips and 
cut-glass cheekbones. | felt a sudden sense of urgency but | couldn't find the words and was in no mood for 
sarcasm. When | did finally speak, | surprised myself by saying exactly what was on my mind. 

"What happened, in the club, can't happen again." 

He stared at me. "Be precise." 

"| don't speak Spanish, but | got the gist of what you said to Marie. I'm not sure what's going on here exactly 
or why you felt the need to discuss our past in front of me with someone | don't know, but I'm not interested 
in a repetition of round one. Got it? So keep your hands off, and save your innuendos for someone who 
appreciates them." 

"Innuendos." 

"Yeah." 

"Fancy bandying a little honestly?" 

"Why not" 

"You want to fuck me." 

Denial seemed ridiculous. "I do." 

"So what's the problem?" 

"You are." 


"Care to elaborate?" 


| held his gaze. "I'm not the same clueless fuck you went on tour with." 


"You weren't clueless," he said quietly. "You were young." 


"Yeah, well, I've grown up. What makes you think I'm going to trust you again? Besides, and | know you're gonna 


have a fieldtrip with this, but I'm celibate." 

He frowned. "Celibate?" 

"Temporarily. | took a vow of abstinence when | was admitted into St. Francis. I'm still drinking and doing other 
shit l'm not supposed to, but having sex is different. My word is my honor and | plan to uphold my vow until | 
leave the monastery.” 

"Then | better sell you a home pretty snappy.” 

That made me smile. "You're still not getting into my pants.” 

That made him smile. "What about your mouth?" 


Instant hard-on. It felt like someone injecting steel into my dick. 


| cleared my throat and moved when Joe pushed me against the wall and ground our hips together, eliciting a 


stuttered moan from me as our fully hard dicks touched. 

| bashed him against the opposite wall 

"What part of no don't you understand? | said | didnt want this shit to happen again!" 
"Your body does" 


My head spun as | glanced away, refusing to get sucked back into his gaze when so much was at risk. "I don't 
follow through every goddamned thing my body wants me to.’ 


"Better shun the bait, than struggle in the snare.” 

"Huh?" 

"John Dryden" 

| snorted. "Whatever. 

Joe heaved a sigh. "The banter with Marie was just that, banter. But | shouldn't ‘ave said anything, especially 
with you there, and I'm sorry. For the record, | don't go around telling people what ‘appened between us. 


Marie's different. She's my ex and one of my closest friends. She knows because..because it took me a while to 


get over you, James. She pried it out of me eventually. She's the only one outside the lads who knows." 


"By lads, | presume you mean your bandmates: 

He nodded 

We looked at each other for a few moments. Time stilled to snapshots 
"Can | take a quick shower?" 


He smiled softly. "Funny, no matter how wankered you are you still like to shower before bedtime, eh? | 


suppose some things will never change." 

"It helps me sleep." 

"James," he whispered plaintively. 

| held my hand up. "Not now. |.,just..not now." 

Joe's face was smooth and devastating. 

Fuck. It was no use. 

That maddening magic that drew me to him five years ago was stronger than ever, as if the years conspired 
to amplify everything about him that | had found irresistible. | could blame the arak. | could blame the city. But 


that didn't explain the twist of fate that brought us together across oceans of time in the damndest of 


circumstances. 
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We had breakfast in the garden the next morning. The house was surrounded by an olive grove and linked via 
courtyards and passageways to a Byzantine church. It had a sun-dappled terrace, stone walls and tiled floors. 
And most impressively, it had stunning views of the Old City and rolling hills of Jerusalem. | said to Joe that if 
the property was available to buy | would seriously consider it. He said that as far as he knew, the place was 
only available for a short lease and he wasn't sure whether the owners were selling, but he'd speak to Doron 
and let me know. | said | might be willing to pay considerably more than the market value. There was something 


about the place that | loved. It made me feel instantly at home, at peace, and the garden was beautiful. 
| borrowed Joe's classical guitar and took a cab to Hadassah. 


The coma ward was its usual cheerful place. | spent twenty minutes or so strumming the guitar to him, but 


every time | tried to sing, | welled up. | stuck to melodies. 


"Get a load of this, it's something new I've written. Been thinking about mom. Father Peteros suggested | try 


writing down the things | want to say to her in a song. But it isn't going very well..because | need you, Lars," | 
choked back tears, “and every time | think about the stuff | wanna say to her, | think of you. Then | end up 
crying like a fool. This is what | have so far. It's kind of country. You knew it was only a matter of time until 
that happened. Heh. Channelling Woody Guthrie and the coal-mining bards here. Maybe I'll get some belt buckles 
the size of Texas to go with it. Cook up some grits. Shit," | wiped tears from my eyes. "Probably a good thing 


you're comatose. Your tongue would fly outta your mouth and smack my fuckin’ brains out. Check it out." 


| played a few chords but again, the moment | started to sing, the floodgates opened. | stopped and walked out 


to the terrace. The crisp mountain air comforted me. 

| whispered a prayer and remembered something Father Peteros said to me, about meditating on the many 
blessings | have and using bliss to dispel my sorrow. | didn't really understand what he meant by that, but the 
more | thought about it, | got it. | retrieved the small bible he gave me when | moved into St. Francis and 
closed my eyes. Asking Jesus for a message, | skimmed the volume and my thumb rested over a page. 

| opened my eyes and gazed upon James 1:2. 

‘Count it all joy, my brethren, when you meet various trials: 

No wonder Christians are often perceived as lunatics. 

The joy that washed over me was exhilarating. 
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Father Peteros listened to my story. | decided that | wasn't going to lie about anything, Since he didn't know 
about Joe, it was a pretty safe bet that the worst thing | would have to do is penance for drunkenness. But 
he proved yet again what a kind man he is and gave me another key without asking any questions. He 
mentioned that Kirk called for me earlier in the morning. Since there was a IO hour time difference between 
Jerusalem and San Francisco, | figured Hamster must have called just before he was about to hit the sack. It 


was too early to call him back now, he was probably jetlagged. 

| tended to my chores in the garden and then hopped into the shower. 

As the hot water beat against my shoulders and tired muscles, Joe's face flashed in my mind. His words from 
the night before rang in my ears like a thunderclap, fierce and heady. | lathered up and my hand lingered over 
my dick. | was half-erect. 

"Hell no," | growled at myself and put the soap away. 


Yeah right. 


Sigh 


| thought about Joe's body and surrendered my hand to the inevitable. 


The way his muscles moved under the black shirt he wore the night before, the taut length of his limbs, and 


the memory of his mouth on my own, kissing and sucking. 

My rigid cock was slick with precome now. Imagining Joe's lips leaving a hot, moist trail up and down my dick 
wasn't a stretch. | had the memories to draw inspiration from. | began pumping my fist harder, faster, twisting 
at the top of each stroke to build a quick orgasm. | came in a frenzy of built up tension, exploding with a fury 


that bordered on violence. | threw my head back and moaned as come spattered over the shower tiles. 
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A knock roused me from my afternoon nap. | grunted and toppled out of bed, savouring the cool mosaic floor 
as | walked to the door, caught halfway between this world and the next. | opened the door and squinted at 
Friar Gabriele. 

"You have a visitor at the gate." 

"Visitor?" | yawned. 

"Yes. He looks like a musician" 

"Is he carrying an instrument?" 

"He has long hair and a sinful look in his eyes." 


Toothy grin. "Thank you. I'll be out in a minute.” 


| threw some clothes on. The church bells rang, it was 5 o'clock. | walked out to the courtyard, half expecting 
to see Joe lingering by the gate. 


"Kobi?" 

"James Hetfield!" 

| chuckled and opened the gate. "Don't start with that shit. Come here," | hugged him. 

We took a stroll in the garden and | showed him my handiwork. The acacia thorns and sycamores all glistened 
with the sheen of new, pale-green leaves and spears of lavender were glimmering from sunshine-swelled canes. 


| knelt by a bed of white azaleas and put some of the uprooted weeds into a bucket. 


"A garden is where you encounter the full cycle of life, birth and death." 


| see why you spend so much time here. Do you grow weed? Like, hashish?" 
"Heh. No." 

"What about opium poppies?" 

"What does a kid like you know about opium poppies?” 

He smirked. "I live in the Middle East, James. Where do you think opium comes from?" 
"You ever smoke it?" 

"Sure," he dipped his nose in the lavender and sneezed. 

| grinned. "Bless you." 

"Thanks," he crinkled his nose. "So you wanna smoke opium with me?" 

"For real?" 

"Yes. Get high. Chat with God. Desert is perfect for that." 

"Right on," | stretched out on the grass beside him. 


Kobi's eyes shimmered like fireflies. His chestnut hair framed his head like a halo and fell over his shoulders in 


soft, wavy tresses. Was | already high? 

"What's that?" | pointed to a package he brought with him. 

"Oh, | almost forget. This is a gift for you," he gave it to me. 

| looked at it. "What is this, Kobi?" 

"Open and see." 

| unwrapped the package and gasped. It was an Egyptian oud. 

The instrument had a classic teardrop shape and bowl of ebony with strikingly beautiful sap wood accents. | 
ran my fingers over the smooth body and purple-blue star pattern with mother of pearl inserts. | looked at 


Kobi. 


"Dude, this..shit, | can't accept this." 


He looked offended "You don't like?" 


"Like?" my jaw dropped. "Kobi, it's exquisite. | want to make love to it. But it looks expensive, | can't accept 


something as precious as this. Maybe when your album com-" 

"| give you lesson in Middle Eastern etiquette. Refuse gift and start blood feud. | give you my oud because you 
are precious to me. Your music, is precious to me. Metallica changed my life. You gave me the strength to 
carry on when | wanted to kill myself" 

| swallowed. "Kobi." 

"Please accept oud, which is dear to me, as a token of my love." 


| pulled him into my arms and thanked him from the bottom of my heart. 
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| took Kobi out for an early dinner and we made plans to jam the next evening. | wanted to introduce him to 
Nabil's grandfather, who was a noted oud player. | was also hoping for a few lessons. | grabbed the oud as soon 
as | got back to the monastery. Sitting on the low windowsill, | held it in my arms and played a few chords. It 
wasn't fucking easy. For starters, the lack of frets completely bamboozled me. The thick strings sliced into my 
skin no matter how tough the calluses, and even though my joints were aching my fingers flew out of control 
as | tried to master the ancient instrument. The oud was like a miniature orchestra, | was totally consumed by 


its strange and seductive sound. 
| put it down and stared at my bloodied fingers. 
It felt good. 
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"What a surprise," Joe closed the door behind me, and then noticed the bandages on my fingers. "What ‘appened 
to you? Weeds decide to fight back and bite yer fingers?" 


| told him about Kobi's gift and the hours | spent playing the oud. 


Joe whistled and folded his arms on the table. "Diya know he worked a year to be able to afford that oud? He 


must really look up to you, James. Bless him." 
My heart fell. "A year? Shit. Oh man, what can | do to repay him?" 


"It was a gift, you prat. Don't offend him by offering money or summat like that" 


"Wasn't gonna offer him money," | growled. "Just, | don't know. Something he needs. Hey, | just thought of 
something. Kirk and Jason are coming over in a couple of weeks. l'm gonna ask them to bring one of my 
signature model ESP guitars for Kobi. Possibly a new one, but he might appreciate one that | have already used 
on tour. Yeah." 

"Now thats a lovely gesture." 

| smiled and looked at my fingers. 

"So where's Lars?" 

My head shot up. "What?" 

‘Isn't he coming?" 

"Oh. Um, he's still in Greenland." 

"I thought you said he was in Iceland." 

"Yeah, well, one of those frozen viking countries." 

"Why are you on edge? Do your fingers hurt?" 

| sighed. "I'll live." 

We exchanged smiles. 


"| ‘ave just the thing." 


Joe shot up and shuffled around in the kitchen He put a tub of Ben € Jerry's ice cream in front of me. It was 
chocolate fudge with brownie batter swirl. 


| looked at the ice cream. Then | looked at Joe. 

"Oh, | got you some sprinkles too. You said you wanted them, so..yeah. Enjoy." 
He sat down and looked at me expectantly. My heart raced. 

"Thank you," | said timidly. 


"You're welcome." 


"So are you just gonna..sit there and watch me eat ice cream?" 

"Ill look away if it bothers you," he chuckled softly. "You're blushing.’ 

"No I'm not," | opened the tub and spooned ice cream into my mouth. 

"Good?" 

| stifled a laugh and pushed the tub away. "Shit" 

"You are fucking adorable." 

"TAKE THAT BACK!" 

"Nope" 

"| SAID TAKE THAT BACK!" 

"Nuh uh." 

"Fuck you." 

| felt dizzy. 

KKK 

Emotion always has its roots in the unconscious, and always, without fail, manifests itself in the body. Whether 
that manifestation is pain or pleasure, it strips bare all rational barricades and shatters our resolve. This is 
what | have learned. We will never master our bodies until we master our minds. Until then, we are fucking 


slaves. 


Joe straddled my lap, facing me in an act of intimacy we hadn't shared in five years. He put his hands on the 


back of the couch, on either side of my head. 


"This isn't real," he smiled seductively. "It's only a thought that has grabbed hold of you. You can't be 


responsible for your thoughts, James. They're involuntary.” 
"Who are you, Satan?" 
We laughed, but our smiles faded quickly. 


He reached out and clasped the back of my neck before tilting his head and crushing his lips against mine. His 


palms came up to brush over my cheeks and then slide into my hair. My mind was reeling from the insistent 


press of his firm lips and muscled body grinding against my own when | felt teeth bite down into my bottom 
lip, hard. 


Jerking my head back, | grunted as it hit against the wall 

"| missed your blood," he murmured. 

| ran my tongue along my bruised lower lip, trying to soothe the stinging spot, and my breathing became more 
labored as | realised | could feel more than my own erection throbbing against me. Joe pushed his hips hard 
against mine and we moaned together. 


"Get off me," | said breathlessly. 


"Yeah?" Joe looked at the zipper of my jeans, and it took everything | had not to cover the erection pounding 
behind the denim. "I'm getting tired of this, James." 


"That makes two of us." 

Joe got off me and crossed his arms, his brows raised in annoyance. "Get up." 
"Actually I'm qui-" 

"| said get up! Now." 


| did that and made for the door when Joe spun me around until my back was up against the wall and | was 
crushed against his front, with my wrist clasped firmly between us. 


"When will you stop fighting this?" he scowled. 

"Shut up!" 

"Make me shut up." 

"Hl Fucking kill you, Joe. | swear to God" 

He clicked his tongue. "Ooh, blasphemy. What would Father Wotsit say about that?" 

| attacked his lips and groaned as Joe slid his tongue into my mouth. 

The hand on my wrist tightened at the intimate intrusion, and then the grip was released. Angling my head to 
the side, | deepened our kiss and heard a low rumble leave Joe's throat as | sank my tongue inside, rubbing it 


up against his own. The ache that was thrumming in my balls and the constant throb in my swollen shaft were 


nothing compared to what | felt the moment Joe bit my bottom lip again He tugged my head back and stared 


into my eyes, and then trailed his tongue over my bloodied lip and sucked hard. | let out something between a 


moan and a whimper. 

Joe's eyes were dark with lust. "You like that, don't you?" 

"Fuck you," | gritted. "I'm the one playing games, huh?" 

Lowering his gaze to my uncomfortably tight jeans, Joe thumbed the button. Then his fingers made short work 
of my zipper and pulled my jeans down, Looking me straight in the eyes, his fist wrapped around my cock and 
began working my length, stroking and pulling it as | released a guttural sound and arched up hard into his 
palm. 


| don't think | have ever hated myself as much as | did at that moment. 


He spread precome over my swollen head and pressed another urgent kiss to my lips. | wrapped my arms 


around him and descended into sweltering cycles of heaven-hell 
"What do you want?" Joe stroked his fist up my length in a slow, torturous pull 
My whole body shuddered and | buried myself in his shoulder. 

"James 


| bit his shoulder. 


He ran his fingers through my hair. "You said you didn't want a repetition of round one," he whispered. "I don't 


either. So let's stop battling this and be honest with each other." 
My voice was barely audible. "Okay." 

"What do you want?" 

"Suck it" 


"I'd fucking love to. Like this," he trailed his tongue along my bottom lip and suckled it gently. "Or like this," he 


kissed me deeply and sucked my tongue. 
| moaned and shoved his head down. "Like this" 


Joe dropped to his knees in front of me. He lowered his head and dragged his tongue from the base of my 
cock right up to the very tip. 


"Oh, fuck," | jerked my head back. 


He started to drag his lips up my hard length, pumping in and out from his mouth. My breathing picked up as 
his pace increased, and | thrust between his lips, cursing and groaning with every fucking entry and exit my 


dick made from his mouth. 

It felt a million times better than | remembered. He moved a hand to caress my balls and my body tensed and 
shuddered. That was it. The orgasm that seized me blinded me with its intensity, racking my body in shaking 
moans, causing goosebumps to erupt along my back and arms, and eventually slowing to trembles. Joe 


swallowed me down, holding me during the aftershocks, and continued lapping with his tongue as | softened. 


| slid down the wall and looked at him with half-lidded, heavy eyes. 


To be continued. 


